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and shapeless, scattered like the wreckage behind a retreating
army.
Early in the afternoon the pilot told me to look below.
I saw nothing but the rolling ocean. "That/3 said the
smiling Dutchman, "is where the Bismarck went down."
We were four hundred miles off the coast of France.
Some hours later an R.A.F. fighter escort picked .us up.
Frail plastic shutters were fitted and locked into the win-
dows to black them out so that we could not see England
from the air. We flew for eight hours on this flight and
landed at Bristol, across the bay from Cardiff, Wales.
The military field was full of Spitfires and Hurricanes
poised on the line. Mechanics turned the propellers over
every few minutes. The pilots, harnessed in their parachutes,
hovered near their planes, young pilots of the Fighter
Command. It is amazing to see these ships take to the
air like a shot at the first touch of a signal.
Landing in the arms of the customs, I paid duty on my
Luckies all over again. This thing of carrying American
cigarettes was getting to be a pretty expensive proposition.
It cost me sixteen dollars this time. Then the review by
the Security Officers in a little room off the waiting-room.
This is the British Intelligence crowd ; very able, very wise.
They know all about every man who steps off that plane
long before he gets to Bristol. A major sits flanked by two
junior officers and a stenographer. They take each pas-
senger's passport one by one and look through it carefully.
The passport itself is always all right. What they want to
find out is whether it was issued to the man who carries it.
Countries doctor other countries3 passports to suit their
own espionage agents.
Politely and quietly, these experienced men ask you
questions that sound casual. It's simple, and you have a
food cup of tea together afterward, if you know the answers.
fc's curtains if you don't.
The Nazis try any number of ways to get into England :
by dropping men from single reconnaissance planes flying
over at night; more often by landing from small boats,
sent across the Channel from Occupied France. The man,
the "plant,95 is dressed in British-cut clothes, carries a
forged National Registration card, such as every British